THE    STAR-SPANGLED    MANNER
the fabrics, though they were worn and tarnished,
were of the stuff that dreams are made.
'How old is this house?* I asked,
'Exactly ten days/ snapped my hostess.
That sort of thing is always happening to one in
Palm Beach, These villas have sprung up in a night,
and a few years ago there was nothing but sand and
waste. But it is impossible to remember that, be-
cause there is a universal conspiracy to forget it, A
commodity is valued by its scarcity, and the scarcity
of Age in America has sent its value soaring dizzily.
Enter a typical villa with me, and in the light of
these remarks, study its composition. You will ob-
serve that the grass between the stones in the court-
yard grows green and straight, because it was sown
only a few weeks ago. Yet the stones themselves are
worn smooth with centuries of footsteps, because
they were Imported wholesale from an old palace in
Madrid. Inside, the house is apparently musty with
age. One can hardly decipher the designs on the
painted ceiling, because a horde of earnest decora-
tors have scrabbled loud and long, last season, to
remove them. The walls are cracking in all direc-
tions, not because of any architectural defect, but
because the builder, who knew his business, saw to it
that they did crack. The sofas are torn, not by the
talons of Time, but by the scissors of a young per-
son from New York, the dust of whose feet has
hardly died away from the sun-baked highways.
And all the furniture is worm-eaten by that particular
sort of Worm which, as long as the interior decorat-
ing business continues to flourish, will never die.
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